A true Relation of the Life and Death of Sir4n drow 


Barton, a Pirate and Rover on the Sea: 


To the tune of, 


Ceme follow ane Lone. 


Befides Saplozs,and Ship-boys, 
to guide a great Ship on the a. 

Wow-men and Gunners of good kill. 
ſhall fo2 this ſervice choſen be, 

And they at thy command and will, 
in all affaires ſhall waite on thee. 


L 02d Howard cald a Gunner then. 
who was the beft of all the Kealme, 

Bis age was threſcoze peares and ten, 

one Peter Simon was his name. 

My Lo2d cald then a Bow-man rare, 
whoſe actine hands had gained fame, 

A Gentleman bozne in vor ke ſhire 
and William Hor ſly was his name. 


Horflv,quoth he, I muſt to ſea, - 

to ſeeke a Trayptoz with great ſped, E 
Df an hundzed bow-men bzane, quoſh he, 

J haue choſen the to be my head: 
If you my Lo2d haue choſen me, 

of an hundzed men to be the head, 


} j/ Hen Flora with her fragrant flowers, upon maine Paſt Ile hanged be, (bꝛeadth 


bedeckt the earth ſo trim and gay, 
And Neptune with his dainty ſhowers, 
tame fo pzeſent the month of May: 
King Henry would a pzogreCe ride, 
over the Riuer Thames paſt he, 
Unto a Pountains3 top alſo, : 
did walke ſome pleaſure foz to ſee. 


Where fozty Merchants he eſpied, 
with ſwilteſt ſaile came towards him, 
Who then no ſ@ner were arived, N 
but on their kntes did thus tomplaine: 
And like pour Grace, we cannot ſaile, 
fo France no vopage to be fare. 
But Sir Andrew Barton makes vs quaile, 
. "and robs vs of our Merchants ware. 


Nert was the Ring, and turned him, 
aid to his Loꝛds of beſt di græ, 
aue nere a Loꝛd in all my Realme, 
dare fetch that Traitoꝛ vnto me: 
To him repli d Loꝛd Charles Howard, 
will my Liege with heart and hand 
If it pleaſe you grant me leaue, he ſaid, 
I will perfozme what you command. 


To him then ſpake King Hcnry, 
J feare my Lo2d you are fc young : 
No whit af all my Liege queth he, 
J hope to pꝛoue in baleur ſtrong: 
Che s cottiſh Knight J vow to ſ&ke, - 
in place whereſoever that he be, 
And bꝛing on ſhoze with all his might, 
aʒ into Scot and he ſhall carry me. 


A hundꝛed men the King tben ſaid 
ont of my Ne alis ſhall choſen be, 


if twelne ſcoze J mifſe one ſhilling 


Lo2d Howardthen of courage bold, 
went fo the ſea with pleaſant chere, 
Not curb'd with winters piercing cold, 
though it was the ſtozmꝑ time of the 
Not long he had beene on the ſeas, (peare 
no moze then dayes in number th;e, 
Till one Henry Hunt he then eſpied, 
a Perchant of New caſtle was he. 


To him Loꝛd Howard tald cut amaine, 
and ſtrialp charged him to ſtand, 
Demanding then from whence he came, 

a where he did intend to land, 
The Merchant then made anſwer ſene 
with heaup heart and car cfull minde: 
My Lo2d,my ſhip it doth belong 
vnto New-Caſtle vpen Tine. 


Canſt thou me thew,the Loꝛd did (ap, 
as thou didſt ſaple by dap and night, 
A Scottiſh Keukr who lyrs on Sea, 
his name is Sir Andrew Barton knight 
Then to him the Merchant ſaid, and ſigh d 
with a grie ved mind and a wcllaway, 
But oner well J know that wight, 
fo2 J was his pꝛiſener but peſter ſtap. 


As I my Loꝛd did paſſe from France 
a Burdeaux bopage to take ſo far, 
J mef Sir Andrew Barton thence, 
who rob'd me of my Perchants ware, 
And mickle debts (God knowes) J owe, 
and euery man did crane his owne, 
And J am bound fo London tow, 
of onr gracious A ing to beg a bane. 
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The ſecond part, 


Hi me him ſaid Lozd Howard then, Then peter Simon gaue a ſhot, . 
8 let me but once that villaine ſee, which did Sir Andrew mickle ſcarre, 
And foz one penny he hath from the tane, Jn at his Decke it came ſo hot, 
Alo double the ſame with ſhillings th2& kill d fifty of his men of war. 
Now (God fozbid) my Lozd,quoth he, Alas then ſaid the Pirate ſtout, 

I teare your ayme that you wil: miſſe, J am in danger now J ſee, 
Gov bleſſe you from his ty2zanny, This is ſome N ozd J greatly doubt, 
foz poulittle know what man he is. that's now ſet on to conquer me. 


Then Henry Hunt with rig 2hot, 
came bꝛauely on his other fade, 

Who likewiſe ſhot in at his decke, 
and kild fine of his men beſtde⸗ 

Then out alas, ir Andrew cxi d. 

what map a man now thinke dz (ay, 

Pon Merchant theefe that pierceth me, 

he was my pꝛiſoner but peſterdap. 


is bꝛaſſe within and ſteele without, 
his ſhip mock hage and very Urong: 
Witheighteene pieces ſtrong and itcut, 
he carieth on each fide along: 
With beames from her Top-caſtle, 
as alſo being huge and high, 
' That neither Engliſh noz Poꝛztugall, 
tan dir Anarcw Harton paſſe by, 


gzard news thou cheweſt. thẽ ſaid my L93d Ehen did he on one Gordian call, 
to welcome ſtrangers to the dea, vnto Top- caſtle fo to goe, 
Put as J ſaid Ale bzing him aboꝛd, And bid his beames he ſhould let fall, 
qʒ into Scotlandhe ſhall carry me: foz J greafly feare an overthzow. 
The Merchant ſaiv,if you will do ſo, Che Lo2d cald H-rſly then in haft, 
takeconnſell tyen J pzay withall, take that thy wozd ſtand now in ſtead, 
Let no man to his topcaſtle goe, Foz thou ſhalt be hanged on maine Paſt, 
nz itriue to let his beames downe fall. if thou miſte twelue (coze a finger bzed. 


Lend meſerenpiccesof D2dinance then, Then vp aft fre then ſwarmed he, 
of either ide my ſhip quoth he, this ſtout and mighty Gordian, 
And to moꝛ:ow my Lozd twirt fire and fe- But Horſly he moT happily, 
e Iwill your honour ſeez (uen tſhof him vnder the colloz bone: 
A —_— ſet that may be ſeene Ten called he of his Nephew then, 
whether gou ſaile by oay oz night: ſatth, uſters ſonnes J haue no moe, 
And ta moztom ſurely befoze ſeven Thaæ hundzed pounds Ale giue to thee, 
t You thal ſee Sir Andrew Barton knight. it thou wilt to Top caſtle goe. 5 


The Merchant ſet my Loꝛd a glaſſe, Then fioutly he began to climbe, 
fo wal apparant to his fight, and from the alt ſcoꝛnd to depart, 
Then onthe mozrow,as his pꝛomiſe was But Horfly ſone pꝛeuented him, 
phie ſat r Anarew Barton Knight, and deadly pierc s him to the heart 
he Ned then ſwoꝛe a mighty oatg. Vis men being ſlaine then vp amaine, 
now hy the heavens that be of might, did this ſtout Pirat climbe wita ſped, 
Wy faith belieue me and by truth. Foꝛ armour of pa he had put on, 
I thizke he is a wozthy weight. and did not dint ofArrow dzeav, 


Fetch ne my Lyon out of hand Come hither Ho ben ſaid the Lo2d, 
ſaiththe Lozd, with Roſe 4 Sfrcamers ſe that thy arruſßeme aright: 
pet vp bithall a Wiliow wand, (hye, Gzeat meanes to th I will affo2d 


oy 


that Ser chant like A may paſſe by. and if thou edle m ke ther Anight, 
Thus haiuely L 02d Howard pail, Sir Andrew he did! vp the tres. 

and tidon Anchoz ride ſo high, with right good will. and all his maine 
No top- ale downe at all he caſt, Then vpon the bꝛeſt hit rl orſl he, 

bat az his foe did him defte, till the arrow did returne agatnc; 


Then Horſly ſpieda pꝛibis place, 


eceit D2dinance ſwne was ſhot. i 
af * with a perſect eye in a ſecret part, 


by ths 


He called then Peter dim on he 

looke om thy woꝛd do ſtand in ſtead, 
Foz thai ſhalt be hanged on maine Matt, Ils but 
it the mille telue toe one per SELL bd 
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To the lame tune. ; 


They never heard hes Whittle blow, 
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An do nof,ſaith he feare Engliſh kogu es 
and of yotir Foes ſtand in no awe, 8 
Wut Tandfalt by . Andreyes traiſſe, 
vatill von heare iny whiſtle blow, 4 
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which made tzem all full ©zeafraid: 7 
Then Horfly ſaid, my Loꝛd aboard, "$4 
fo now Dir Andrew Bal tons dead. © 


Th««dv2dedthey that gallant ſhip, . 7 
with a right god wil and al their mains 

E1ghteneſcozu cots altue in it, 8 
befides as many moe were lain = 

The Lo2d went where ſir Audrew lay, 
and quickly then cut off his head: 

A would fozſteare 
if thou wert iliue 


Thus from thewars Lozd Howardtame, 
with mickle jop, and trixinphing, 1 
The Pirats head he bꝛought along, 3 
fo2 to pꝛeſentũnio the x ing: Be 
Who b2iefly then fo him did ſay, . 
befoze he knel well what was don. 
Where is the knight and pirate gar. 
lh. t I my ſele maꝑ be his dame. EE 


Yon may thanke God, then ſatd the Lom 
and foure mea in this ſhip with me, N 

That we are ſafely comg to ſboze, 
lith you never had AR enemp, a 9 

That's Henry Hunt and peter Simon. 
William Horſly, and Perer's ſonne: 5 

Therefoze reward them foz their paine, 
foz they did ſervite at their turne. 


Ts the Merchant then the Ring did ſa , 
1 what he had from the taine, © 
ne to the a Noble a day, 8 
fir Andreweswhiſtle and his Chaine, 
Io Peter Simon a Crowne a day, : 
and halle a Crowne aday to peters ſen 
And that wasfoz a ſhot ſo gay, 1 0 
which bzaudy bzought fir Andrew domm. 


Horſſy A willmake the a knight, 4 
and in Yozlaſhire there ſhalt thou dwell. 
Lozd Howadthal-Earleof Wury higbt, 
foꝛ his title he hath deſerved well, EM 
Seuen ſhillings to our Engliſh men, 1 
who to this ight did ftoutly ſtand, (= 
And 12 pence a day to the Scots,till they 


3 
ngland many a dp, |; 
thou art dend. 


0 
7 
; 


TEE 
id * 


+ 
5 
4 2 


2 4 
: 
: 


tome to my bꝛother King his Land. 
FINTS. 
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